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To the MEMORY of a LADY 
lately deceaſed. 
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IT H trembling Hope the Muſe's Hand eſſays 


To deck with faireſt Flow'rs Cos r ANT TA's Grave; 


Her plaintive Voice, ſolicitous to ſave, 
With fond, tho vain Attempt, her Charms diſplays: 
Tho' vain th' Attempt, tho' fruitleſs be the Lays, 
Not unrewarded is the Muſe's Toll ; 
With Pride She boaſts a CusT's approving Smile, 
With Pride She boaſts that You have deign'd to praiſe! 
Can You then pardon, with preſumptuous Aim 


If thus She ſtrives her Honours to prolong ? 
Her envied Lot ambitious to proclaim, 


If thus She ventures to inſcribe your Name ? 
| Your living Charms bear Witneſs to the Song 


| Your Smile approv'd it, and that Smile is Fame. 


Marnham, 
Aug. 22, 1768. 
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HE tranſient. Gleam of earthly Joy | 
. May ſoothe awhile. the Senſe of Fain, 


Our flutt ring Hearts awhile employ,” 


But 18 Me, Shines it to remain? 


Ah nol to blaſt the ſmiling Sy 
By Hor E and Jo portray d fo fair, 
The Fiend of Axeuisk hovers nigh, 
And. ſpreads the Darkneſs of DRS AIR. 


CONSTANTIA, 


Oh 


1 
—— — — — . 


Oh ceaſe, then, RR to reprove, 


Ye ſteely Hearts! the conſcious Tear, 


Or bid me from my Breaſt remove 


The Load of Grief that labours there! 


Tho' Stoic Pride may; {mile at Woe, 


Or lau gh at Sorrow's penſive Gloom j 


While Mem'ry lives, or Tears can flow, 


I ſtill ſhall weep CoNs TANTIA'sõ Doom! 


Ves, dear departed Shade f to > Thee | D : 


The frequent Tear I'll duely pay; 
Nor e'er, till Gtief ſhall ceaſe to te, 
Shall FxlaxDSsHIr ceaſe her tender Lay. 


On Thee her fondeſt Thoughts ſhall dwell, 


She ſtill ſhall place thy Form in view, 
And ev'ry Charm ſhe lov'd ſo well 
By Mem'ry's Aid ſhall bloom anew, 


x 


The 


6] 
The open Heart, the poliſh'd Mind, 
The Manners gentle, kind, and free, 
The eaſy Wit, the Senſe refin'd, 
And native Senſibility. 


But ah, why thus the Loſs renew, 
Why thus recount her Virtues o'er ? 
Painful the retroſpectibe View 


Of Charms we muſt behold no more. (4 


REFLECTION, wound not then the Mind! 
Retentive Mau'n v, ceaſe the Strain! 

Nor thus, officiouſly unkind, eh ; 

Awake the ſleeping Stings of Pain. 


But ah! in vain I ſtrive to free + 

My Mind, or Mem'ry's Pow'r controul ; 
My Thoughts, Coxs r AN TIA! fly to Thee, 
Thy ſole Idea fills my Soul! 


C E'en 


„ 


E en now I ſee the Tyrant Ds ArR, 
With icy Hand and flinty Heart, 

Prepar'd to ſnatch thy vital Breath, 
While Pain aſlifts to point his Dart. 


Vet een, midſt this terrific Scene, 
I ſce Thee ſinking calmly down: 
In vain upon that Brow ſerene ' 
Would Drarm himſelf imprint a PERCY 


Een now I fee Thee all refign'd, 
Prepar'd to meet thy awful Doom! 
No guilty Terrors ſhake thy Mind, 


Or hover round thy peaceful Tomb. Ap 


But till, as tho' they wiſh'd to fave, _ 
(The Inmates of thy gentle Breaſt) 
The Virtues fair frequent the Grave, 
 ConsTanTIa, where thy Aſhes reſt, 


Fair 


(35 


Fair Tur is there, ſhe grieves to ſee 
Her Manſion erumbling into Duſt; 
Unſhaken Farrn on bended Knee 


Implores Forgiveneſs on Dis Rusr. 


my 


She too, of Aſpe&-mild and blanld, 
Kind Ca arrry is heard deplore; DICKEY 3 
She fondly graſps thy dla cold Hund.. 

She weeps to find it warm no mot! 


With fond Solicitude inclin e: 
Soft PiTy weeps thy early Doom, 


The tender Paſſions o'er thy Tomb 


And Fxraunshi bleeds at ViRTuR 's Shrine. 


Hork's tow'ring Eye is fix d on Eartii, 
Nor longer ſeeks its native Kk jj; (1 


Een firm-ey d Parxek heaves a Sight 


3 
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Joy paints no more her Scenes of Mir 


Is 


| C6) 

Is then thy gentle Spirit lown ? | 1F 1 
shall nought recal thy fleeting Brea) 
Nor Charms, peculiarly thy wm, 
Withold the ruthleſs Arm of Deatn? 


- And ſhall that liberal Hand be cod. 

| That INDIGENex fo warm hath found? 
Its lenient Aid ſhall it withold, ils 2QISTY NI 1 8 
Nor deal Beneficence around # 51a 


Are then thy Charms for ever flown? /n 
Thoſe Eyes ſhall DEATh's dim Hand obſcure? 
Eyes, where in mild Effulgence ſnone | 
The fond Arrzcrroxs warm and pure! 


And ſhall that Heart, for ever dead, ; 
Indulge no more the Wiſh to bleſs? _ 

And ſhall thoſe Eyes no longer led 

The Balm of PiTy on DisrRESSD | | 


Myſte- 


(7) 


Myſterious Providence! thy Ways 

O how inſcrutable to Man! 

Why elſe to Vics her Length of Days? 
To VigrTus why ſo ſhort a Span? 


1s it, that VIx ru trembling flies 
From Vicz's rude contagious Air? 
Glad to reſu we her native Skies, 
And fly from Vanity and CARE? 


Is it, that on this earthly Stage, 

Thro' Life's dull Scene of varied d Woe, 
No Object riſes to engage 

Thoſe Smiles which VI TUR can beſtow ? 


Vet fare, by Love and Fortune bleſt, 
To Thee an envied Bliſs was known ; 
Twas thine to ſhare a kindred Breaſt, 
A Soul congenial to thy own !. 
D 


*'T was 


HTS”) 

Tas thine to live, beloy'd, ador'd, 

"By Him whom moſt your Heart approv'd : 
What greater Bliſs can Life afford 

7 thoſe we love, than to be lov'd ? 


| Pleaſure ſo pure can Pomp impart, 

; Can Wealth beſtow, or Fame diſplay ? 
No, L------, let thy faithful Heart 

In this bear Witneſs to my Lay. 


Your mutual Loves refin'dly warm, 
Proclaim'd a bleſt united Pair: 
Ne'er knew your gentle Hearts to form 
A Wiſh-each other did not ſhare. 


From theſe dear Joys now doom'd to part, 
With fruitleſs Search that Thouſands ſeek, 
Ah let not, valued Friend ! thy. Heart 
In the diſtresful Struggle break ! 
5 Let 


{08 ) 


4 Let Farznvsnte's tender Hand diſpel _ 
Thy guſhing Tears, thy Woes deceive! 
In vain — for my own Feelings tel! 
She wants the Balm ſhe ſtrives to give! 


What tho calm REASOx ſeems to ſay | 


SES. SERS 2. 


Ba Suppreſs thy unavailing Sighs PL 1: 
Yet, when wild Pass10N would obey, 


« Indulge thy Sorrows” NaTvrs cries, + 


Let then, my Friend, her Voice prevail, 
True to whateer ſhe wou'd inſpire : 

But let AFFiliction's ruder Wail 

Be ſoften'd to the Muſe's Lyre. 


So may the plaintive Pow'rs of Song 
Thy Boſom's tender Griefs diſplay ; 


And ſweetly querulous prolong 
The ſad, the Sorrow-ſoothing Lay. 


++ W))) 
| So may the Muſe that loves to grieve, 
Her Strains into thy Breaſt inſtil; 55 
Melodious as the Bird's of Eve, 
Fla *M aro's Lay that murmurs ſtill. 


So may thy low d, lamented. Fair 
Thro? Time ſurvive, an envied Name! 
Enabled in thy Verſe to ſhare e | 

A Lucr's or a + Lavna's Fame. 


* Qualis populeà mcerens Philomela ſub umbrà, &c. 


+ See Lord Lyttelton's Monody, in De s Miſc, 128 * K 
The Miſtreſs of Petrarch. 


